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The table leaned forward to hear*
"She looked at me coolly and said, 'My husband
is in the Rifle Brigade'/'
I am rewarded with laughter, and the atmosphere
becomes normal once again*
Dinner continues and draws to an end* People
get up from their tables and move across to where,
in one of the offshoots of the main hall, other tables
have been reserved for them*   The ladies from our
table also rise, and go off to powder their noses,
whilst we men drift over to search for our par-
ticular table*   The band arrives, and takes up its
position on a dais between two of the pillars in the
middle of the room*   Fresh parties are now pour-
ing into the club from private dinners, or from their
own houses, where they have had a quiet meal alone*
In a short space of time the dinner-tables are
swept away and the band strikes up the first dance*
Slowly, but surely, the dance-floor becomes more
and more crowded with a moving throng which is as
varied in composition as any you could find at
home*   Old men and young women, tall girls with
short men, fat men with slim girls, all are there*
Soldiers, sailors, and marines ; clergymen, lords,
and ladies ;  a sprinkling of the Maltese nobility,
and those holding minor posts in the dockyard,
guide their partners over the very slippery floor to
the tunes of a self-pitying dirge*